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THE ABSOLUTE RESPONSELESS OF LIFE

Angelicism, for want of almost any other empty word, arrives at and stays put with the absolute responselessness of life. We have to see that life has absolutely no response to what is happening in it. Perhaps the absolute responselessness of life is everything.

One could think, if anyone does or can think this, that all solutions have failed, that no art object has intervened in life, that life does not know we exist, that the worst can only worsen, and that this place of answerlessness seems to be what formal ‘angelicism’ named.

Playing with ChatGPT is a good example. The experience of trying it out—updated or not—is often disappointing, in the same way that Hegel writes disappointment (Ent-Täuschung) into the ‘final’ moments of the absolute and the absence or seen-throughness of any aesthetics.¹ Only the absolute is truly disappointing. Disappointment is like a form of blistering; it’s where ‘the subject’ has to be and work.

THE ENTANGLEMENT OF WHITE HOLES

Whatever happens, it becomes a thing, stops happening, has a before, a since, and a later still. These are the facts of something like technical obsolescence, not as the anecdotal timing out of a product but as the immanence of the trace of extinction in all ‘products’ in the broader sense. The product in question here may be quantic, for example a tripartite entanglement of/between three or more black or white holes. The white hole is like answerlessness itself. Time is triangular.

The complexity or complex simplicity of this immanence of the trace of extinction may of course vary, or appear to vary; the remarkable fact is that its beauty is to be found not in the (aesthetic) product at hand but in its periphery, its (ununited) feel. The passing of the object is heartfreaking, heartblinding, heartbreaking. The heart is broken open into a sense of relentlessly quiet answerlesness contained in and at the horizon of technical obsolescence. The only ‘safe space’ is inside the emptiness of this white hole.
		

That is, since this quantic ‘product’ did not do, then we tend to say another might. What failed this time, may not do so the next. The complex nature of the white hole may evolve in terms of nature, for example observing how

    the bastardised female is still female even at the horizon of the white hole, stretched out across melatonin matter, the spherical surface draped across time and ripping, recurring in on itself; the female protruding in phallic extension until it tears and reverts inward, prostrate to mass. the processes of our phones are subservient to quantum mechanics.

But the extraordinary fact remains the passing of a ‘product’, no matter how amazing it is or will have become. There is a kind of fluttering sensation whereby we can no longer locate the amazingness that supposedly belongs to it (the product), and this really is liberating (is the product amazing, its periphery, the setting of its consumption or its actual obsolescence?). Look at it, now see through it, now look at it again, notice how it’s as if you were looking at the quality—the beauty in a messed up overly finite impossible unheard-of sense—of the fluttering world of the white hole entanglement of technical obsolescence and nothing else. A guiding statement could be,

    you’re already looking at, all you see is, how it passes

And, if that’s the case, is it really so extraordinary? The open intelligence or superior quantic natural object bears in advance the mourning for its own trace of extinction, its own technical obsolescence as complete and flattening in all hyper-architectonic directions. Derrida for example will write that we bear in advance ‘the mourning for Athens’, a great city that is no more, in the same way, we add, that Gaza City now carries that obscene trace as if it were more urgent in the present than Athens. Obscene obsolescence; and rallying of times. A scene of this. Making a scene of it. We can come back to it, all these cities, and how they are and are not the same.
		

THE BUTTERFLY

Caught here, like a butterfly. Like a butterfly in a white hole, coming, going, it’s hard to say. When we see we are already seeing an amazing technical obsolescence, we don’t want to say so, see through, get used to it, allow it to be civilizationally workable, work on it or with it, confess it to others, but it’s really something more moving than any technical object. In fact technology is just this, the expected obsolescence of any technical object inside its larger set.

For example the attitude is always, has always been, that the next invention will fix what was lacking in the last one, so that any answerlessness revealed gets trampled on, ignored, replaced in the place of, spoken for.

    Everything is going to be in place in just a moment, at any moment now [incessamment], presently or at present, so that, later, a few moments from now, sometimes a lot later or even a very long time from now, another present to come will be taken by surprise by the click and will be forever fixed, reproducible, archivable, saved or lost for this present time. One does not yet know what the image will give or show, but the interval must be objectively calculable, a certain technology is required, and this is perhaps the origin or the essence of technology.

The ‘origin or the essence of technology’ here has a ‘new’ definition, since it is nothing more than waiting for obsolescence to be worked out of the system and then seeing it will not be. We await another present to come so that we can be taken by surprise by the click or the cut or the swipe or the generation and it will be ‘forever fixed’, here where forever-fixing can also just mean we fix by letting go, refusing to archive, factoring impermanence in, just more manoeuvres that count on something happening that won’t. That is the law; it is the law because we can already see it written on the image, inside and at the image.

ANSWERLESSNESSNESS AND MEASURMENT

Both the absolute as plastic arrangement and the technical achievements of AI are—must be—disappointing because they lead to answerlessness. All the answers from GPT-to-come and all the new art objects of the 23rd century and beyond cannot—will not therefore—take away the absolute answerlessness of life. One has to be disappointed absolutely.

The place of the subject is to be in the place of answerlessness and stay there, and this feels like blistering (hell, or artificial anarchy, or Richard III). Nobody will respond to what you can’t respond to and ‘you’ have to stand that.

When we add something to the place of answerlessness (‘posting’) it feels criminal in what remains of the unconscious and perhaps we really can’t go far enough in emphasizing this. What was called ‘angelicism’ in its first era was in the business of emphasizing the absolute shame and disappointment of culture and of posting.

In fact when we add to answerlessness, it’s somewhat like how measurement can destroy entanglement. Any post or art object forgets answerlessness and this is like the reeling of perfected mass formation omnilapse. Posting and creating may destroy answerlessness.

ABSOLUTE DISSAPOINTMENT

In Hegel the absolute art object sees itself seeing. It sees itself as art and sees this seeing take place. Absolute art is, at a certain moment in its trajectory, the immediacy of spirit’s creation of another world in and through the form of a peculiar kind of object that makes a difference in and to spirit (intervention). It is what we see when we see spirit in the form of an object; viewing itself as object, spirit sees art.

But absolute art does not and cannot stop there. It is incapable of stopping there because something else happens in and to this seeing. In fact, we have already seen that technical obsolescence, answerlessness and disappointment are the implied essential immanent conditions of all modes of seeing, whether they happen to bear on art or not.

Spirit in the form of art only sees that it is, but it cannot really see what it is. In the form of art, spirit is forced to see that art is not enough. But at the same time it cannot articulate this in art. It is as if art is absolute spirit’s sense-certainty with all its dilemmas. Art is spirit not seeing clearly, not seeing itself clearly, not seeing clearly what it sees, because it cannot see its own doing. It can never present inside itself what it is not doing. Spirit in the form of art only sees that this is not it.

The limitation of spirit in the form of art is then that it fails to grasp and present its own failure to itself. It fails to see what it fails to see. In short, it does not see that it is failing. This is the ultimate failure, not to see that spirit as art is failure, which is a way of saying it absolutely fails at seeing itself failing to see.

ABSOLUTELY

Whether it can do these things absolutely, whether the ‘product’ is natural, quantic, aesthetic and so on, is perhaps another question—one almost impossible to ask for the moment. That the absolute is that which fails to see itself seeing, absolutely, is quietly amazing in a new sense. Is it something we are seeing, something we are asked?

Let us read this passage again, which has to do with taking another view, waiting, and with Athens, the city of Athens as the city owed to death, a city due for death:

    Everything is going to be in place in just a moment, at any moment now [incessamment], presently or at present, so that, later, a few moments from now, sometimes a lot later or even a very long time from now, another present to come will be taken by surprise by the click and will be forever fixed, reproducible, archivable, saved or lost for this present time. One does not yet know what the image will give or show, but the interval must be objectively calculable, a certain technology is required, and this is perhaps the origin or the essence of technology.

You just have to wait, everything is going to be in place soon, the object will come, the object which sees itself seeing and does not disappoint, it will meet you and find you, and this is happening, it is going to happen soon and all the time, incessantly, just a few moments more, you just wait for it, please wait, it is going to be online today: you just have to wait, this time it really will happen.

But the soon here implies centuries down the line if not millennia; it implies ‘sometimes a lot later or even a very long time from now’. The feeling is that today, soon, when I come online for example, much later down the line, in centuries, this time an object will appear that really does it for you, for us.

Is this not the experience of the essence of technology today, now, on a daily basis? Isn’t it, this essence of technology, in fact an extinction rite? A ceremony in the open air of the daily internet, like under the sky of Athens or the sky of Gaza? How could absolute art see at all and not see this, not find itself looking back at and looked back at by the immemorial time of obsolescence and answerlessness it thinks it has escaped but which is as self-evident as a ruined city? Technical obsolescence is an advanced technology, we can almost say; were not all the advances so compromised. Or rather, it almost appears here that obsolescence may be a superior technology, were not technology itself being defined as the disappointment of the absolute, the absolute degree of dis-appointment that enables, triggers, and so on, seeing.

GAZA

What does this have to do with Gaza? It would seem obscene, garish, faintly criminal, to name this name here, without context, without protocol, without a prior investigation.

But everything here will be gone soon, just like Gaza. Where Athens seems to name a city owed to death, through its statues and fragments and ruins, can we allow the same limitation for Gaza? Is Gaza merely a city of death?

If death is not and has never been distinct from extinction in a more formal sense, can we see Gaza right now—since it is for us, for many of us, a matter of seeing Gaza often from a distance—while only thinking of those there as threatened by death?

Is a ‘surplus population’ only ever threatened by death? When we see such a population—pretending for now that that population is not caught seeing itself seen, and seeing therefore us as a part of it, disappointed with our whole culture, in us, as us, beyond us, here—are we not in fact seeing ourselves, ourselves as subjects worked by extinction?

Are the subjects of Gaza, subjected to the gaze of the world, afforded anything like the space of answerlessness? Are they given to reply? Are we given to reply? Do we have any words to form by now? Why not?

How can it be given to us to think that even or especially in ‘Gaza’ there is no reply, there is no answer, that there is in fact only answerlessness in the name of ‘Gaza’, regardless of the relentless attempts that should take place, ideally on all fronts, to create a ceasefire, restore rights on all sides, to help, to provide aid, and so on? If ‘Gaza’ is already unbearable ‘for us’, and full of too many double strikes and deaths—double maimings—for anyone to live with, to go on with, to be going on with, how could a right to answerlessness be evoked even in the same breath, in the same space of the world, right inside or at the name ‘Gaza’, in the name of some other ‘Gaza’ that must be the same one even so?

HOWEVER ADVANCED

Turning away from what can’t be turned away from, from what can’t be left or simply arrived at, we can maybe think of what the marvel of obsolescence is again, in the name of destroyed cities and their very idea.

When it comes to contemporary technology, we often refer to advances and stages. The pace, we say, is staggering. The new developments have changed everything. But here again we might turn a blind eye to the stages of progress and focus instead on the idea of answerlessness that seems to underpin technology.

There is a kind of pseudo-divergence of generations, as the art of one generation represents in its own fashion the art of an earlier generation. Between painting and photography, or back and forth between cinema and AI, there are pseudo-differences that encourage a kind of ruin. The differences are militarized, as if the optic itself and its perfection triggered a kind of invisible war; a feeding frenzy of polemological jouissance.

In terms of what we see, how can one frenzy be so far away from another? In purely phenomenological terms, this is not the case. The ‘timeline’ allows us to see that this woundology here is right next to and on the other one there. The progression of absolute art—the coincidence of relapse and perfection—is right there, seeing, seen, seeing itself. ‘Gaza’ is unable to not name the entirety of this space as it passes by us, like the view revealed by fragmentation from the underside of a crashing jet airplane.

However advanced technology is, it cannot shake off the matter of pseudo-differences. We can see this too in the series of absolutely monstrous triage sites that now opens up before us, new ecocide wars, coded omnicide land grabs. The worst is to see the worst and see it worsen. ‘nothing has changed’:

    I want to stop writing my short diary. I feel hopeless and helpless. A body without a soul. nothing has changed. If I ever survived, I will need a lifetime of therapy. And if Israel didn’t kill me, I’ll probably commit suicide.

1

‘Philosophy, and this is why it cannot do without the illusion of a philosophy of art, can only offer dis-appointment, Ent-Täuschung. Philosophy in its relation to art is inaesthetics insofar as it is ent-täuschend. It points to the always already reached end of all philosophy of art. Enttäuschung, reine Enttäuschung – nicht ohne vergangene Täuschung.’
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